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said: Painter, your judgment is not equal to you*
skill in your own art. For there is a lot infinitely
more miserable, and it is that of one who passes
his whole life in regret for an object which, with
daring and resolution, he might have attained Let
me rather pine for ever miserable in the contem-
plation of such beauty, than weakly abandon my
chance of enjoying it. Then the King gave that
painter three crores of gold pieces, as the price of
the portrait of the Princess, which he took away
from him; and, after allowing him to paint his own
portrait, dismissed him. And he said to his ministers i
Make all ready: for this very night I start in quest
of the Princess Anangardgd. Then his ministers
deliberated together, and said to each other : Cer-
tainly, if the King should fail in his object and never
return, the kingdom will be ruined. Yet, the same
will be the case if he remains here, and scorning the
society of all other women, never has a son. There-
fore it Is better as it is. For of two evils, the least
is a good. Moreover, he may possibly succeed.

So that very night, burning with the fierce fire of
impatience, the King transferred the burden of his
government to the shoulders of his ministers, and set
out, with the portrait of his beloved, to win or lose
her. And he would have taken nobody with him,